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curroundlng country ror (he burglars.
S JuBt bfcfore daybreak one of these posses
got so hot on the heels of Shinburn and v

tils friends that they were forced to aban¬
don their worn out horses and take to the
railroad.
Luckily for them, there waa a handcar,

nuch an railroad laborers use. standing
near where they left their team. TheyJumped on board this car with their booty
and, after racing at a furious pace for
twenty miles and narrowly missing colli¬
sion with neveral trains, they succeeded in
eluding tbelr pursuers.
The story of how Shinburn lived honeat-

Jy for fifteen years only to return again to
crime is one of the most extraordinaryfeatures of his remarkable career.

Bhinbura Reforms
It was not long after the Ocean Bank

robbery that Shinburn reformed. From
this crime and others which followed It in
rapid bucccbsIou he had accumulated moro
than $750,000. This fortune he soon in¬
creased by some lucky speculation In Wall
Btreot to a round million of dollars.

Suddenly, without a word of explanation
to even his closest friends, he dropped out
of sight. It waa only natural that the dis¬
appearance of Buch a prominent figure in
the underworld should cause a great deal
of comment. All sorts of rumor» were
afloat.the favorite being that he had been
arrested and was doing time somewhere
under an Resumed name.
Ab a matter of fact. Shinburn had con¬

verted all his property into cash and
gone ti Melgium.
He had aelected Belgium for his home

fcecauae at that time there was no extradi¬
tion <reaty between that country and theilniied States. It was one of the few coun¬
tries where, even if his Identity were dis¬
covered, he could be secure from arrest
for any of the many crlmeB for which the
American police wanted him.
On reaching Belgium, his first move was

to buy the title of "count" aB an anchor
for his suddenly acquired respectability.
Next he Bpent a part of hiB fortune in the
purchase of a magnificent estate.not far
from Brussels.
This estate included large vineyardsnnd under Shinburn's efficient manage¬

ment they soon became the finest in
Europe Later he becarnc interested In the
manufacture of silk and acquired several
mills where only the most expensive fab¬
rics were produced
Shinburn married a beautiful daughter
ol a good Belgian family. Their home was
a palace.filled with costly furniture and
notable works or art.and Shinburn
lavished every attention on his wife and
children.

After the nerve-racking years, when he
was never free from the danger of arrest,
one Tvouid havn supposed Shinburn would
find this new life ideal. But the fact that
every dollar he possessed had been secured
dishonestly seemed to cast a blight overhim and prevent his finding any perma¬
nent happiness. As Shinburn later told
me his old life never ceased tr> call him,and he was often tempted to drop every¬thing and return to his kingship In the

v L'nderw-orld.
Mark Shinburn had. as I said, completelydropped out of the I'nderworld. So sud¬

denly and so thoroughly had the famous

burglar disappeared from the horizon <hati
not e^en one of hlB old friends and fellow
cracksmen had the slightest clue to his
whereaboutB. If, Indeed, he was alive at all.
But one day a strange thing happened.

Charley Billiard, all-around burglar and
old partner of Shlnburn. had found things
too hot for hiin in America, and he decided
to transfer his field of endeavor to some
of the banks in Europe. Billiard did a.little work in Ixindon, cracked a safe !n a
suburb of Amsterdam and moved on to
Brussels, the gay capital of Belgium.
Strolling about the city a' few hours

after his arrival, Bullard leaned up against
a lamp post on the fashionable avenue
where title and nobility drive every after¬
noon and gave himself over to the enjoy¬
ment of the moving panorama of wealth,fashion and royalty. Suddenly Bullard
gave a start.he bent his neck forward.
"In the name of Heaven. Mark Shlnburn!"
escaped from his lips.
But the carriage had passed. It was too

Incredible. Of course It could not have
been Shlnburn. r<*."Roned Bullard to him¬
self aB he strolled on.
But that face in the open landau had

fixed Itself In Bullard's brain. He remem¬
bered the fine pair of prancing horses, the
jingle of the silver-mounted harness, the
liveried coachman and footman.no, it
could not be Shlnburn. And the crest and
monogram on the carriage.no. Shlnburn
would not fit into such a setting. And the
beautiful woman beside him.no, Shln¬
burn was no society swell
But that face! Bullard would make sure

of one more look at 1L And this time he
would manage to find out *rho it was who
was such a marvellous counterfeit of hif
old den^rted friend Shinburn.

An Old Friend Finds Him Out
Next afternoon Bullard took up his posi¬

tion at the same spot, but this time he had
brought wirh him a guide who knew all
the distinguished residents of Brussels.
At last the equipage he wa3 looking for
came in sight. Stepping out almost under
the wheels of the landau. Bullard peered
Into the carriage with earnest and fasci¬
nated gaze. The distinguished gentleman
on the baok seat turned his eyes upon tiio
etranger.and, to Bullard's amazement,
smiled a gentle flash of recogultlon!
"Who is that tnan?" Bullard asked bin

guide as the carriage swept on.
"That, sir, Is the Count de Merode. sir,

a very worthy and a very wealthy man,
air," replied the guide.
"And where does he livo?" pursued the

astonished burglar as he Tnado note of the
address, with the intention of calilng at
once on his old companion, now masquer¬
ading as a Belgian count.
Shinburn did not deny his Identity. Ha

gave Bullard a warm *-olcom« and the
two men spent several daya together talk¬
ing over old time3.
Bullard could not believe that Shin-

burn's reform was genuine. He had In
mind several bank robberies.all he need¬
ed to make any one of them a success and
clean up a fortune was Shlnburn's assist¬
ance. Wouldn't his friend help him out
Just for old times' sake?

Although for the time being Shlnburn
was deaf to these pleas, thfire Is no doubt
that this chaDce meeting with Bullard in-

Jar, Found Sbinburn Masquerading as a Belgian Count

suburb cf Amsterdam and moved onto Brussels, the <jav capital of Bel¬
gium.

Strolling about the city a few hoursafter his arrival, Bullard leaned upagainst a lamp post on the fashion¬able avenue where title and nobilitydrive every afternoon, and gave him¬
self over to the enjoyment of the mov¬ing panorama of wealth, fashion and
royalty. Suddenly Bullard gave a
start.he bent his neck forward. "In
the name of Heaven, Mark Shinburn!"
escaped from his lips.

But the carriage had passed. It was
too incredible. Of course it could nothave been Shinburn, reasoned Bul¬lard to himself as he strolled on.

But that face in the open landauhad fixed itself in Bullard's brain. He
remembered the fine pair of prancinghorses, the jingle of the silver-mount¬ed harness, the liveried coachmanand footman.no, it could not be Shin¬burn. And the crest and monogramon the carriage.no, Shinburn wouldnot fit Into such a setting. And thebeautiful woman heside him.no, Shin¬burn wan no society swell.But that face! Bullard would make

sure of one more look at it. And thistime he would manage to find out whoit was who was such a marvellouscounterfeit of his old departed friendShinburn.
Next afternoon Bullard took up hisposition at the same spot, but thistime he had brought with him a guidewho knew all the distinguished resi¬dents of Brussels. At last the equipagehe was looking for came in sight.Stepping out almost under the wheelsof the landau, Bullard peered into thecarriage with earnest and fascinated

gaze. The distinguished gentlemanon the back seat turned his eyes uponthe stranger.and, to Bullard's amaze¬ment, smiled a gentle flash of recog¬nition!
"Who is that man?" Bullard askedhis guide as the carriage swept on."That, sir, is. the Count de Merodc,Glr, a very worthy and a very wealthyman, sir," replied the guide."And where does he live?" pursuedthe astonished burglar as he maderote of the address with the intentionof calling at once on his old compan¬ion. now masquerading as a Belgiancount.

How Shinburn's Disguise Threw the Big Bank Watch Dog Off His Guard
Shinburn, the brains of the band, had located a

pronjising bank in an Ohio city. The one obstacle
was a ferocious St. Bernard dog owned by Mr.
Snell, the cashier, which was turned loose inside
the bank every night. The cashier lived next door,
and could hear any disturbance made by his pow¬
erful watch dog. Shinburn, who was an excellent
actor, dressed himself up with wig and skirts and
obtained work as a laundress at the cashier's house
and devoted himself to winning the confidence and
affection of the dog.

To this brute twice a day Shinburn, the "laun¬
dress," carried the choicest bits of meat he could
find. He petted him in every way he knew until
at last the dog began to regard him as one of thefamily, and would not growl or show any sign of

displeasure at his approach. Soon Mr. Snell gotinto the habit of telling "Katrina" every evening,on the laundress' way home from her work, to takethe dog over to the bank.
When the dog had become accustomed to "Kat-rina's" presence under any and all conditions Shin-burn fixed the night for the robbery and sent forCummings and Bliss. That night Shinburn waiteduntil the bank cashier's household was asleep, then,with Cummings and Bliss, they climbed the fenceinto the back yard and crept into the house throughthe laundry window.
Shinburn handed them some pieces of clothesline and pointed the way to the upper rooms, wherethe family was asleep. Cummings entered the

room where Snell and his wife lay in bed, fright¬ened them into silence with his revolver, gaggedthem with knotted handkerchiefs and bound them

hand and foot to the bedposts. Bliss did this same
thing with the little boy and girl, who slept in an
adjoining room. While this was in progress Shin-burn was busy putting on his skirt and waist and
wig, which he had brought along in a bundle, andwhich he knew were familiar to the watch dog In
the bank. \

Going downstairs, they Joined Shlnburn, and the
three of them crossed the yard to the bank. AsShinburn turned the key in the outer door the dogbegan to growl savagely, but the sight of the fa¬
miliar form of the servant girl reassured him. The
astonished brute sniffed the skirt of the kindlylaundress he had learned to trust and made no
further remonstrance.

He offered no resistance when Shinburn seized
him by the collar, led him to the cellar and chained
him to a post.

fluenced him greatly and hastened his final
downfall.
Soon after he sent Billiard away to rob

his banks alone, Shinburn became a fre¬
quent visitor at Monte Carlo. Within less
than five years his heavy losses there and
In the Paris stock market had swept awayall his property and left him penniless and
heavily In debt-

In a previous chapter I have told youhow Shinburn went to London and se¬
cured a loau from a "fence," who finallyinduced him to undertake the robbery of a
bank In Belgium. Strangely enough the
man whom the "fence" assigned to assist
him In his return to crime was none other
than Charles Bullard.
The bank they were going to rob was in

the small Belgian city of Viveres. Theyplanned to enter It one night !o look the
ground over and devise some means ot
breaking into the vault.

After quite a bit of difficulty Shinburn
managed to secure a duplicate of the k<»ywhich unlocked the gate opening Into the
yard at the rear of the bank. The men
removed their shoes and hid them as theyentered the yard so that their footsteps onthe stone floor of the bank would attract
do attention.
The door leading from the yard to thebank waa a heavy affair of oak and Iron,protected on the Inside by a large, old-fashioned lock.

His Raturn to Crime
To pick this lock was an easy matter

for Shinburn, but first he had to remove
the keyhole plate on the outside of the
door. As he unscrewed the small screws
which held the plate he put them away in
his pocket for iiBe In putting the plate on
again when their visit was over.
The vault, they were delighted to find,

offered no serious difficulties. Shinburn
quickly took wax Impressions of Us lock
aud they prepared to leave.
But just as they were about <o stop outthey heard the clatter of footsteps in tnedeserted street. It was a gendarme.oneof the town's regular force of night police.and he was coming directly toward thebank.
They drew quickly back.closed thedoor again softly and locked it. Through acrack in a window curtain they watchedthe gei'darme as he came slowly down the

street, swinging his lantern and paubingnow and then to try a door or gate.In their hurry to get into the protectingshadows of the bank's yard, Shinburn andBullard had closed the gate behind them
but had neglected to lock It. If the vigi¬lant gendarme tried It he would know at
onco that something was wrong.What he would have done under othercircumstances the anxious robbers neverknew, for just as he got directly oppositethe bank, they wore dismayed to sec a
gust of wind swing the gate wide open.The creak of the hinges and the noiseIt made as it swung against the adjoiningwall, made the gendarme stop short.. He
raised his lantern and gazed In astonish¬
ment at the open gate.
With cautious steps, as if be feared

some one would jump at him out of the
darkness, he entered the yard and" walked
up to the door.
He turned, the knob and gave it a vigor-

ous shake. The trembiing burglars tnside
the bank held their breath thinking that
now he waB sure to diacover the absence
of <he key plate.

But the gendarme was evidently reas¬
sured at finding the door locked. He gaveit another shake and, getting no responsefrom the inside, slowly retraced his stepstoward the gate.
Shinburn and Bullard were just con-

grctulating themselves on their narrow
escape when they saw the gendarme sud¬
denly stop, raise his lantern and gaze long
and hard at something on the ground be¬
side the gate. Presently he stooped over
and picked up the two pairs of shoes!
Discovered!
He carefully Inspected the shoes inside

and out. He was only an ignorant soldier
but it did not take him long to appreciate
that these were foreign made shoes.quite
dinerent from the clumsy affairs the gov¬
ernment furnished for his own feet.
The strange shoes.the unlocked gate.

slowly but surely his Imagination created
from these clues a whole army of desper¬
ate robbers. With one frightened glance
at the dark windows of the bank behind
him he tucked the shoes under his arm
and started down the street as fast as he
could run.
"Come," said Mark Shinburn, seizing his

companion by the arm; "we've not a min¬
ute to lose."

Bullard was for not attempting to re¬
place the key plate. But Shinburn in¬
sisted It must be done.if they put the
plate back and then succeeded in getting
away they might yet be able to rob the
bink. And Shinburn was desperately in
naed of money to repay what he had bor¬
rowed from the London "fence."
Seven screws Shlnburn's trembling fin¬

gers replaced In the key plate, but the
eiphth and last be could not find. He was
tuning his pockets inside out for the third
time and Builard was looking everywherefor the missing screw when men's shouts
and the tread of hurrying feet reachedthnir earn.
They rushed to the gate. To the righttheir escape was cut off by a squad of

gendarmes who were approaching on thedouble quick. To the left the road waspaved with rough granite chips which cutdeep gashes In their stockinged feet at
every step.
They made a brave run of It for half amilo and Bullard emptied two chambersof his revolver at their pursuers.but all

to no avail. The gendarmes caught themand locked them up.
On the way to the jail Shinburn had the

presence of mind to throw away the waximpressions he had taken of the vaultlock. But a small piece of the wax hadbecome detached and stuck in a cornerof his pocket. When the officers searchedhim they found this bit of wax and in itthey found imbedded the little screwwhich they later identified as the one miss¬ing from the key plate of the bank door.This screw proved the connecting linkin the chain of circumstantial evidencewhich sent Shinburn and Bullard toprison for five yearo each. Bullard diedIn prison.Shinburn lived to return toAmerica to become again the terror of thepolice and the banks.

The way he eluded the vigilance of de¬
tectives and prison guards uaakeB the
career of Mark Shinburn as remarkable aa
his long series of crlmeB. He UBed to Baythat there was no safe he couldn't get into
and for a long timo it seemed as if there
was no Jail he couldn't get out of.
One of hlB most daring escape® was

made after his arrest for the robbery of
the coal company's office In Whitehaven.
He was caught in New York and two ex¬
perienced detectives were assigned to take
him back to Pennsylvania for trial.
The Jail at Whitehaven was in a rather

dilapidated condition and bo the detectives
took their prisoner to a hotel while the
authorities were preparing a cell strongenough to hold such a slippery prisoner."Your Jobs depend on Shlnburn's not
getting away.'" had been the Instructions
given the detectives when they left New
York and they watched him like hawks.
Each night they made him sleep hand¬
cuffed to one of the detectives. As an
added precaution they took hlB clotheB
and the clothes of the detective who sleptwith him and locked them In the adjoin¬ing room, which was occupied by the otherdetective.
Under this strict, surveillance Shinburn

remained for two nights a docile captive.After supper the third night he managedto conceal a Bteel pen In his mouth untilit came time to go to bed.

A Clever Escape
When the detective slipped the handcuff

on his wrist Shinburn slyly pushed the pen
down into the ratchet so that the cuff only
closed part way together and really did
not lock at all. As soon as bis bedfellow
was asleep he easily slipped the handcuff
off and escaped In hla night clothes.
This Ib where his expert knowledge of

lock3 once more stood him In good stead.
It would hardly do to walk out of the hotel
In his night clothes and he did not dare
to attempt to enter the room where the
other detective was aBleep. So he picked
the lock of a guest's room, appropriated
a suit of clothes which fitted him fairly
well and -took the train for New York. Ha
was never again arrested for the White¬haven robbery.
Shinburn'B distinguished appearance andrefiued manners made hlnj a great favoritewith the ladles. On more than one occa¬sion this fact proved of the greatest ser¬vice.
Once when he was In Jail at Albany,N. Y., awaKlng trial for the robbery of abank at Middleburgh, he won the heart of

a young woman stenographer, whose, deskIn the county clerk's office was directlyopposite his cell window.
So ardent was the flirtation which Shin¬burn carried on across the street whichseparated the two that the girl bccameInfatuated. There followed a long period ofcorrespondence, notes being exchanged bymeans of a long cord which the prisoner

let fall to hia waiting sweetheart in the
street below.
Shinburp finally got the girl's promiseto wait for him outside the door leadingfrom the jail yard at 5 o'clock on a cer¬

tain afternoon. She was to bring with her
a loaded revolver and some money.Just before the hour set Sblnburn gotthe door of his cell open by sawing off the
lock. He cautiously made his way alongthe corridor, armed himself with a hevaybroom handle and waited in a dark corner
for the keeper who carried the key to the
outer door. .%
As the keeper approached Sblnburn

gripped his club tightly in both hands and
swung It high above his 'head to strike a
blow that would have been murder.
But as Shlnburn raised his weapon the

keeper saw the shadow of It on the floor.
He was a quick man with his revolver, and
before the prisoner could strike he turned
abruptly and fired. Shlnburn fell, writh¬
ing in pain from an ugly wound in hie leg.
Caught After Thirty Years
The love-sick maiden was waiting out-

Bide as Shlnburn had told her 'but she
tied in dismay when she heard the revol¬
ver shot and the cries of pain that fol¬
lowed. Her friends prevented her attempt¬
ing to communicate with the prisoner
again.
The only long prison sentence Shlnburn

ever received.ten years in the New Hamp¬
shire State prison.was given him for the
robbery of a bank at Walpole, N. H. This
crime was committed in the early part of
his career.long before his robbery of theOcean Bank and long before he became aBelgian nobleman.

Yet, so crafty was Shlnburn In escapingfrom prison and eluding capture that morethan thirty years after his conviction forthe Walpole robbery he had served only amonth of his sentence. During all thattime -there was a standing reward of $10,-000 for his capture aud hundreds of detec¬tives were constantly on the watch forhim.
Mark Shlnburn came out of prison onlya few years ago. He was then ovfer seven¬ty-five years old. I am told that he wasgreatly broken In health and so pennilessthat he had to depend on the charity offriends for the barest necessities of life.If crime could ever pay any man itwould have paid Mark Shlnburn. He waBthe "King of the Burglars".the great mas¬ter mind of crime, whose wits proved morethan a match for law abiding society.He was a man of wonderful ability, whocould have won fame and fortune in anyhonorable pursuit he chose to undertake.But what did crime bring him? Only un-happlncss. poverty, sickness and disgrace!I am glad to have this opportunity ottelling you about his ill-spent career, for1 believe the present generation coulcfhave no more powerful example of the factthat, no matter how skilfully conducted,CRIME DOES NOT PAY!

SOPHIE LYONS.

NEXT WEEK SOPHIE LYONS WILL TELL OF THE fUKPKIfj;ffijr-.ING METHODS OF THE BANK THIEVES Who *0'* On'y' rjjjwL Business Hours and Walk Away with Thousands of Dollars Under tn*,
*"* *

Very Eyea of tho Bank Official*


